TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Vol. 20 DECEMBER, 1924 No. 8 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 












Statue of the Sacred Heart with Vigil Lights 


We have had wonderful success in the marketing of a Statue of the 
Sacred Heart witha receptacle at the base to take a Vigil Light Glass. 

Weare, therefore, offering the following combination to Catholic 
families: One Statue, 13 inches high; one Ruby Glass; and one 
dozen 15-hr. Vigil Lights. This will be sent postpaid within a 
distance of three zones on receipt of $3.00. 


Will & Baumer Candle Co., Inc. 


405 Main Street, St. Louis, Mo. 


LAPIDAR 


An excellent, non-poisonous remedy for purifying the blood and toning up the system. 
LAPIDAR is not an ordinary patent medicine. It is composed of leaves flowers and herbs, all 
gathered from the mountains in Switzerland. LAPIDAR is compounded by Rev. Father Kuenzle 
of St. Gall, Switzerland, the best authority on Swiss Alpine herbs, whose books are in official 
use in many schools in Switzerland. LAPIDAR acts favorably in cases of gout, skin diseases, 
abscesses, stiffness of the limbs, faulty circulation, etc. It has a very beneficial effect especially 
on the stomach, kidneys and lungs. Rev. Father Kuenzle has the recommendation of the 
Holy Father as an herbalist. Price $2.50 per box. 


Address: LAPIDAR Co., 
Agents wanted Chino, California 








Adoration Book of the Blessed Sacrament 


Contains twelve hours of adoration. Excellent for private visits 
to the Blessed Sacrament, Forty Hours devotion, and the Holy Hour. 

Doubtless, the Prisoner of Love on our altars would be less lonely 
if more of His children knew how to hold familiar converse with Him. 
Many would often spend an hour of their leisure time before the tab- 
ernacle if the thought of their distractions would not discourage them. 

Printed on fine quality paper. DE LUXE edition. Size 5 x 7 1-2 inches 
400 pages. Real leather, red edges, $2.50; gold edges, $3.00 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Watch the date on your magazine! It indicates the month 
and the year to which your subscription is paid. If it reads ‘“Nov. 
24,” your subscription expired with the Nov., 1924 issue; if “Dec. 
24,” it expires with this issue. If your remittance reaches us 10 days 
or so before the magazine goes forward we will probably be unable 
to change the date on that issue; but the advanced date to which your 
subscription is paid will appear on the following number. 
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Premiums for NEW Subscriptions to 


“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 
Choose One Premium 


eS a 


For One New A highly blest small cocoa rosary and a gilt Jubilee 
Medal of St. Benedict. The magnificent picture of 
His Holiness, Pope Pius XI, size 16 x 22. 

A beautiful picture of the Holy Christ of Limpias, size 16 x 21 or 16 x 25. 





Subscription 





ee 


For Two New The “Golden Book,” a complete prayer-book dedicated 





Subscriptions to the Heavenly Mother and containing the treatise of 
Blessed de Montfort on “True Devotion to Mary,” red 
edges, cloth binding, 448 pages. A beautiful picture, “Death of St. Joseph,” 
size 15 x 22. 





ee 


For Three New “The Blessed Virgin Library” — A veritable Treasure 
Subscriptions House of precious jewels — Eight most charming and 








inspiring booklets in honor of Our Lady. “The Last 
Supper”, size 19x 32; the original is considered the greatest masterpiece of 


Christian Art; this picture should be in every home. 














a 
For Four New “The Golden Book”, leather binding, red edges; a 
Subscriptions complete prayer-book, containing the treatise of BI. 
de Montfort on “True Devotion to Mary.” 
a ea a 
For Six New A highly blest Jubilee medal of St. Benedict, heavily 
Subscriptions gold plated, on chain or on a bar. A fine gold chain 
rosary, warranted 10 years. 
22ooQ> 
For Ten New An artistic oval bead, gold chain rosary, warranted 





Subscriptions 10 years. 





ODODe 


Dear reader, try to secure for yourself one or more of these beautiful pre- 
miums by gaining new subscriptions to “Tabernacle and Purgatory”. You will 
feel well repaid for your efforts, and in addition you perform a God-pleasing work 
which He will once generously reward in eternity. 





Mary, in deep contemplation, adores the Eternal Word Incarnate within her. 
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Expectation of the Blessed Virgin 





Like the dawning of the morning 

On the mountains’ golden heights, 
Like the breaking of the moonbeams 
On the gloom of cloudy nights; 


Like a secret told by angels, 
Getting known upon the earth, 
Is the Mother’s expectation 
Of Messiah’s coming birth. 


Thou wert happy, Blessed Mother, 
With the very bliss of heaven, 
Since the Angel’s salutation ° 

In thy raptured ear was given. 


Since the ‘‘Ave’’ of that midnight 
When thou wast anointed Queen, 

Like a river, overflowing, 

Hath the grace within thee been. 


And what wonders have been in thee ! 
All the day and all the night, 
While the angels fell before thee 
To adore the Light of Light. 


While the glory of the Father 
Hath been in thee as a home, 
And the sceptre of creation 
Hath been wielded in thy womb. 


Thou hast waited, Child of David, 
And thy waiting now is o’er! 
Thou hast seen Him, Blessed Mother, 
And wilt see Him evermore! 


Oh, His human Face and Features, 
They were passing sweet to see! — 
Thou beholdest them. this moment, 


Mother, show them now to me! 
— Father Faber. 
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Immaculate Conception of the 
Holy Mother of God 


Feast, December 8th 





Elect Daughter of the Father 


aaa) REAT was the ruin which accursed sin brought 
pas 8} upon Adam and the whole human race. When, 
unhappily, our first parents lost grace, they at 
the same time lost the other blessings with which, 
in the beginning, they were enriched. By their 
act of disobedience, they drew upon themselves 
and upon all their descendants the displeasure of God and 
all other ‘evils. 

To repair the injury done by the first Adam, a second 
Adam was to come, Jesus Christ, the Redeemer of the world. 
The Blessed Virgin Mary destined to be the Mother of the 
Savior of mankind was preserved free from the common calamity, 
the stain of original sin. Let us consider how befitting it was that 
the Three Divine Persons should preserve Mary from every 
taint of sin. Let us praise the Father who preserved her 
from every spot as His daughter, the Son as His Mother, and 
the Holy Ghost as His Spouse. 

It was fitting that the Eternal Father should create Mary 
free from the original stain, because she was His Daughter, 
and His first-born Daughter, as she herself attests: “I came 
out of the mouth of the Most High, the first-born before all 
creatures” (Ecclus. xxiv. 5). This passage is applied to Mary 
by the interpreters of Holy Scripture, by the holy Fathers, and 
by the Church herself, on the solemn festival of the Immaculate 
Conception. It was meet that she should only and always 
be possessed by her Creator, as she herself asserts: “The 
Lord possessed me in the beginning of His ways” (Prov. viii. 22). 

It was likewise fitting that the: Eternal Father should 
create Mary in grace, since He destined her for the Restorer 
of the lost world, and Mediatrix of peace between man and 
God. These titles the holy Fathers give to the Blessed Virgin 
Mary, and especially St. John Damascene who thus addresses 
her: “O Blessed Virgin, thou art born to procure the salvation 
of the whole world!” © 
It was especially fitting that the Eternal Father should 
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preserve His Daughter from the sin of Adam, because He 
destined her for the Mother of His only-begotten Son. “Thou 
wast preordained in the mind of God, before every creature, to 
bring forth God Himself made man,” says St. Bernardine of 
Siena of the Blessed Virgin Mary. If for no other reason, then, 
at least for the honor of His Son, who was God, the Father 
would create her pure from every stain. David, when he was 
planning the temple of Jerusalem with a magnificence worthy 
of the Lord, said, “Not for man a house is prepared, but for 
God” (1. Par. xxix. 1). How much greater cause have we to 
believe that the Eternal Creator, having destined Mary to be the 
Mother of His own Son, would adorn her soul with every grace 
that it might be a worthy habitation for a God. 

Holy Church prays on the feast of the Immaculate Con- 
ception: “O God, who by the Immaculate Conception of the 
Virgin, didst prepare a worthy habitation for Thy Son, we 
beseech Thee that, as in view of the death of that Son Thou 
didst preserve her from all stain of sin, so Thou wouldst 
enable us, being made pure by her intercession, to come unto 
Thee. Through the same Christ our Lord. Amen.” 


Worthy Mother of the Son 


In the second place, it was befitting the Son who destined 
Mary as His Mother, to preserve her from every sin. None of 
all the children of men,— the Son of God alone could select 
His Mother, and it is certain that He chose the most pure, the 
most holy. God, indeed, created her, by the nobility of her 
nature as well as by the perfection of grace, such as it was 
befitting that His Mother should be. The flesh of Jesus is the 
same as that of Mary, in such a manner, as St. Augustine 
says, that the flesh of the Savior after His resurrection was the 
very same which he received from His Mother. 

Mary was not only the Mother, but the worthy Mother 
of the Savior. “Though Mary could not merit the Incarnation 
of the Word, yet with Divine grace she merited such perfec- 
tion as would render her worthy to become the Mother of 
God,” declares St. Thomas of Aquin. What excellency and 
what perfection were befitting the Holy Virgin to be the worthy 
Mother of God! Ah, the Eternal Word who is Wisdom itself, 
knew how to prepare a suitable dwelling for His habitation: 
“The Most High hath sanctified His own tabernacle” (Ps. xlv. 56). 
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Chaste Spouse of the Holy Spirit 


The Holy Spirit enriched Mary with grace beyond all 
creatures and preserved. her from every taint of original sin as 
His chaste Spouse. For this reason, Mary is called the “Temple 
of the Lord,” the “Sanctuary of the Holy Spirit,” because, by 
the operation of the Holy Ghost she was made Mother of the 
Incarnate Word. “Thou art all fair, O My love, and there is 
not a spot in thee” (Cant. iv. 7), are the words addressed by the 
Holy Spirit to the Virgin Mother. 

All just souls are children of Divine grace, but among 
them, Mary is the “Dove” without the bitter gall of sin, the 
“Perfect One” without the stain of original sin, the “One” 
conceived in grace. The angel saluted Mary as “Full of grace,” 
for to the other saints grace is given in part, but to the Blessed 
Virgin it was given in its fulness. 

On the feast of the Immaculate Conception, let us thank 
the Heavenly Father for having preserved Mary from every 
sin and selected her as His elect Daughter, let us thank the 
Son for choosing her as His worthy Mother, and the Holy Spirit 
for electing her as His chaste Spouse. The feast of the Immaculate 
Conception is a solemnity for the whole Catholic world. On 
this glorious festival, let us renew our faith. Let us, full of 
joy and holy enthusiasm, greet the Mother of God as full of 
grace, all beautiful, who in her Immaculate Conception crushed 
the head of the infernal serpent; but let us also ask her to 
intercede for us with her Divine Son Jesus. If Mary intercedes 
for us we will be heard. 


; t t 
Advent Reflections 





§ DVENT time is a season of holy longing, of silent, 
AW ardent yearning for the expected Redeemer. It 
# reminds us of the four thousand years before Christ. 
3 After the sin of our first parents in paradise, God 
promised them a Savior. Four thousand years 
mankind had to wait for this Just One who was to atone for 
the sins of the world and to render satisfaction to the offended 
majesty of God. 
With the exception of some privileged ones of the chosen 
people, however, very few raised their eyes and hands heav- 
enward to pray for the coming of the Savior. Thousands 
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of men were born, but among them, the perfectly Just One 
the long-desired Messiah was not to be found. It could not 
remain thus... Gradually the people of the Old Testament 
became filled with fear and anxiety. They yearned to draw 
down from above the Redeemer who was to save them from 
the bondage of the evil one. They sought the Savior in the 
clouds; they strove to draw him out of the earth. Day and night 
the just men of the Old Testament prayed and sighed for the 
coming of the promised Messiah. Such were the feelings of 
the prophet when, in the stillness of the night, he stood in 
the open fields, and with hands and eyes raised to heaven, 
cried with unspeakable longing: “‘Rorate coeli desuper et nubes 
pluant justum; aperiatur terra, et germinet Salvatorum !— Drop 
down dew ye heavens from above, and let the clouds rain 
the Just; let the earth be opened, and bud forth a Savior!” 
(Isaias xlv. 8.) 


Advent Longing 


In some Catholic districts of Europe, the faithful often 
assist at the Advent Mass in preparation for Christmas. In 
the early morning, they walk for miles, carrying a lighted 
candle to the church where the Advent Mass (Rorate Mass) 
is offered up. A little boy, going to the Advent Mass with 
his father, asked, “Father, what does Rorate mean?’ The 
father was silent for a moment, then answered, “The good 
people of the Old Testament sighed and waited four thousand 
years for the coming of the promised Redeemer. Perhaps a 
little comparison will help you to understand more clearly... 
Imagine that I would leave you in the midst of a dense forest, 
saying, ‘Stay here; I’ll come back in a little while.’ You would 
wait; hour after hour would pass, but I would not come. You 
would grow cold and hungry and would cry because you did 
not know the way home. Night would come on with all its 
darkness. How lonely you would be! Would you not call 
aloud, ‘O father, father! Oh, come, come to help me!’ Would 
you not long for morning, and watch the sky to see the first 
sign of dawn, in the hope that I would come to find you? If you 
place yourself in these circumstances, my child, you will realize 
faintly the yearning of the just of the Old Testament, who 
for four thousand years waited for the coming of the Messiah.” 

The whole liturgy of Holy Church is arranged during 
Advent to manifest the spirit of penance mingled with hope. 
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There is a marvelous beauty in the language which the Church 
uses during this season in her services. She repeats, “Prepare 
ye the way of the Lord,” impressing upon the faithful the 
necessity of suitable preparation of heart. Expressions in the 
Office are full of longing and of sighing for “the Lord, the 
King that is to come.” On the last seven days before the 
Vigil of Christmas, a series of sublime Antiphons is used in 
which the Church calls on the Divine Wisdom to teach us the 
way of prudence, on the Key of David to liberate us from 
bondage, on the Rising Sun to illumine those who sit in dark- 
ness. Each of these great Antiphons contains the plaintive 
word, “Veni — Come!” 

Thus does the Church in her liturgy of Advent take us 
back in spirit to the days when the Messiah was yet to come. 
She wishes to show us that the same spirit of preparation, of 
hope, of prayer, of penance is as necessary now as it was 
then if we are to profit by the Incarnation of our Blessed 
Redeemer. We should strive earnestly “to make straight the 
path” by which Jesus will enter into our souls. It is time to 
break the chains of sin that may enslave us. 


He Comes! The Savior, the Redeemer! 


“Stir up Thy power, O Lord, and come,”* prays Holy Church 
again and again with longing expectation during the time of 
Advent. “Hasten, O Lord, do not delay,”+ she cries, and 
confident of His coming she declares, “God shall come 
manifestly.” {| — “He comes, the Savior, the Redeemer!” — Such 
is the consoling message that each year fills the Church with 
holy joy before the blessed festival of Christmas. He comes! 
the Rescuer from great misery, the Savior of all sinners. Holy 
Church can scarcely await His arrival, and conscious of His 
nearness, she prays in the Mass on the Vigil of Christmas: 
“‘Hodie scietis, qui veniet Dominus, et salvabit nos: et mane 
videbitis gloriam ejus! — This day you shall know that the Lord 
will come, and save us: and in the morning you shall see 
His glory!” 

He comes! the King of Israel, the Wonderful, Emmanuel, 
God with us! He chooses a stable for the place of His birth, a 
destitute crib for His royal throne, a Virgin for His Mother, a 
poor carpenter for His foster-father. O infinite humility and 


* Collect during Advent. + Prayer on Wednesday of Ember Week during 
Advent. { Gradual, 2d Sunday of Advent. 
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condescension! He comes as a little, helpless Child to expiate 
the pride and the haughtiness of man. 


The Savior Comes to Your Heart 


If we enter into the spirit of the Church during the holy 
time of Advent, we will repeat with her the expressions of 
ardent longing and beg the Infant God to come, come to our 
own heart. In church and home it is customary to prepare a 
crib for the Divine Child. Both the sanctuary and the house 
are cleaned and decorated for the coming of the Infant Savior. 
But it is not only the church and the home that the Holy Child 
desires to enter, it is especially in the crib of our heart in 
which He seeks a dwelling place. Let us cleanse our soul in 
the sacrament of penance, and adorn it with acts of virtue 
dear to the Heavenly Babe. Then when he comes to us in our 
Christmas Communion, He will enter in with delight and abide 
within our hearts. He will impart to us that holy peace of 
which the angels sang, and with redoubled joy we will join 
the celestial choirs praising the mercies of the Eternal Trini- 
ty: “Glory to God on high, and on earth peace to men of 
good will.” 


+ + 7 
t ? ? 


“And the Word was Made Flesh” 





j] MORE profound and more exact expression can- 
not be given to the blissful Christmas mystery 
which brought joy and peace to the world, than 
by that passage of the holy Gospel: The Word 
was made Flesh. In Bethlehem, grateful mankind 
has erected a memorial church, enclosing the 
grotto in which our Savior was born. The exact spot of our 
Lord’s birth is indicated by a large silver star surrounded by 
the inscription : “Hic natus est Christus — Here Christ was born.” 

But more lasting, more powerfully still do the words of 
the opening chapter of St. John’s Gospel reflect the eternal 
Light. Christmas night is illuminated by the prophetic words 
of the seer. A powerful light, brighter than the star of the 
Magi, leads backwards into the unfathomable depths of eternity, 
whence the seemingly insignificant Child of the Holy Night 
has come: In the beginning was the Word. This light shines 














“In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God... All 
things were made by Him... In Him was life, and the life was the light of men: and the light 
shineth in darkness, and the darkness did not comprehend it... He was in the world, and the 
world was made by Him, and the world knew Him not. He came unto His own, and His own re- 
ceived Him not. But as many as received Him, to them He gave power to be made the sons of 
God... Who are born, not of blood, nor of the will of the flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God. 


And the Word was made Flesh, and dwelt among us: and we saw His glory, the glory as it were of 
the Only-begotten of the Father full of grace and truth” (John 1. 1-14). 
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into the dark future of the New-born Babe, and marks out 
clearly and distinctly the sad fate of His life: He came unto 
His own, and His own received Him not. It reveals likewise, 
the darkness and miseries of the human heart, which, in 
sensuality and unbelief, refuses to acknowledge the dominion 
of the Child, and to pronounce reverently and lovingly the 
Name “Emmanuel — God with us,” for only by those is He 
received with faith “who are born, not of blood, nor of the 
will of man, but of God. And the Word was made Flesh 


and dwelt among us.” 


Christmas in Heaven 


That first memorable Christmas night was like any other 
preceding night. Beyond those palms on the heights of Jaffa, 
the sun had set in the darkling waters of the sea. His soft 
and rosy farewell smile to the loved meadows of Canaan, had 
faded away on the mountain peaks of Juda which border the 
eastern plains of Bethlehem. Night had spread her cool, peace- 
ful mantle over the land. Then, with His finger, God touched 
the timepiece of ages; it was ready to strike... 

One stroke, one single tone resounded and rolled around 
the globe, re-echoing through the centuries. The boundless sea 
of time was torn asunder and cleft into two parts: Before 
Christ — after Christ. And behold, on the shore of the receding 
tide of time, and of the rising of the new, lay a tender Infant 
which, in the silence of the night had come into this world. As 
the dew on Gedeon’s fleece, as the rain drop impearled on the 
blade of grass, so lies the Divine Child on the bosom of Its 
Virgin Mother. 

The Word was made Flesh. The portals of heaven open 
wide over Bethlehem: Angels float in and out and sing with 
sweet, triumphant voices, “Glory to God on high!” They 
know, they see who is concealed beneath the form of that 
lowly Infant. It is their Lord and King, the Second Person of 
the Godhead, the Word which was in the beginning and by 
which all things were made. 

The celestial spirits praise and adore the mercy and love 
of the Eternal Father: “for God so loved the world as to give 
His only-begotten Son” (John iii. 16). Their triumphant song 
is likewise directed to the mercy and love of the Son who, to 
redeem the world did not “disdain the Virgin’s womb.” 

The myriads of stars that twinkle Christmas night over 
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Bethlehem’s plains, all extol the mercy and love of God. The 
heavenly hosts are gladdened, and poor children of earth are 
filled with blessed, salutary joy. 

With the angels of heaven, the little angels of earth, the 
children and all men who have preserved their childlike dispo- 
sition and innocence, rejoice. Indeed, all rejoice who in humble 
faith and loving adoration behold in this Infant the Word 
made Flesh, the Redeemer, and who, kneeling before Him, ex- 
claim with Holy Church in exultation and holy joy: “Hodie 
Christus natus est, venite adoremus! — Today is born to us the 
Savior; come, let us adore Him!” 


Christmas on Earth 


A sacred stillness reigns about the crib. It is far away 
from the noise and turmoil of the city. Endless throngs of 
people who have come to Bethlehem to be enrolled as the edict 
prescribes, heedlessly pass by this hallowed spot, or go on other 
roads to other inns. Man is indifferent, but the heavenly choirs 
are mute with admiration. The angelic spirits cease not to marvel 
at the Mystery of this Holy Night, and to praise the Triune God 
for this excess of compassion for the children of men. Countless 
as the atoms of dust in the sunbeam, the angels hover over 
Bethlehem; myriads float between heaven and earth — and 
men, indifferent men, for whose salvation He had come, do not 
stir... They take no notice of the crib. Scarcely a half dozen 
appear before the Divine Infant to worship Him. It is strangers 
from a far-off country who ask of the chosen people the ques- 
tion: “Where is the new-born King of the Jews?” 

Christmas on earth! Oh, what little celebration by the 
sons of men! What little gratitude! Ah, how truly St. John 
depicts the condition of the Incarnate Son of God in those 
meaningful words: “He was in the world, and the world was 
made by Him, and the world knew Him not. He came unto 
His own, and His own received Him not.” 

Oh, how worthy of pity is this Divine Child! His infinite 
love, His unbounded mercy are rejected by the world. Shall 
dumb beasts recognize their Master better than the children 
of men? Dost thou, O tender Mother, already feel the point 
of the sword in thy maternal Heart? Is it this which made 
thee, good St. Joseph, the silent protector? 

Christmas on earth! Does it after the lapse of nineteen 
hundred years, find hearts all aglow with love and gratitude 
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for the Infant God? Alas,no! Today the world is cold and 
distant toward the new-born Child as were His chosen people. 
Millions and millions of people are still heathens, and know 
not of the love of the Incarnate Word of God. Only one-third 
of the human race call themselves Christians and celebrate 
Christmas, and of these a great number view with silent 
indifference the crib of their gentle Savior. They seek their 
Lord and Savior not in the Catholic Church, the only place 
where He has taken up His abode, but in worldly and com- 
fortable homes where scarcely a few straws of His lowly crib 
may be found, much less the Child Itself. Let the heavens 
rejoice today, and let the earth be glad! May we obtain some 
of the clear, penetrating sight of the angelic spirits and recog- 
nize in the helpless Babe on Mary’s lap, the true Light which 
enlighteneth every man that cometh into the world. 

We, the happy children of light, cannot today forget the 
poor heathens, and the many who only bear the name Chris- 
tian, but do not receive the Savior. Ye angels who bore the house 
of Nazareth over mountains and valleys to the sacred spot of 
Loretto, oh, carry now also the crib with the Divine Infant to 
the heathen nations and countries, that they may at length 
know the one true God and Jesus Christ whom He has sent. 
Thus Christmas on earth will become a true festival for all 
men, peoples and nations. 


Christmas in the Heart 


You, too,.O my soul, are a world and an eternity. Think 
of Christmas in heaven, think of Christmas on earth, but 
above all, think of Christmas in your own heart. You are 
the world of God which He has made. Have you, too, not 
known Him? You are His property, wholly and entirely His. 
Have you, too, failed to welcome Him? Does your heart 
celebrate Christmas today? Have peace and joy entered 
your soul? Is the Savior truly born within you this day? 

On that first Christmas night, the angels sang of peace 
which should come to all men of good will. We cannot alone 
do much for the world and for men who do not believe in 
Christ and who do not celebrate Christmas today, but we can 
change our own heart with God’s grace, we can prepare for 
the Son of God a dwelling that will delight Him when He is 
born within us in Holy Communion. 

Let us, then, prepare a pleasing abode for the gentle 
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Savior that He may be born in us with joy. Let us with- 
draw from the highroads of worldly company, from the noise 
of pleasure, and in silence and seclusion adorn our hearts for 
a crib. Let us root out the desire for riches and honor, for 
earthly greatness and pleasure,— poverty and humility are 
the virtues learned at the cradle of the Infant God. Bethlehem 
and Nazareth were small, and the stable smaller still. Ask 
Mary and Joseph to receive the Divine Child for us, Joseph 
with all his faith, and Mary with all her burning love. Then, 
let us wait, desire, plead, yearn for the coming of the heavenly 
Babe. — 

Before a second night has wrapped the world in darkness, 
God will have come to us. . . O bliss— transcending thought! . 
Christmas joys, Christmas peace will flood our souls, and our 
hearts will close this beautiful feast with a deeper realization 
of the words of the Evangelist: “And the Word was made 
Flesh and dwelt among us. And we saw His glory, as it 
were, the glory of the Only-begotten of the Father, full of 
grace and truth” (John i. 15). 


$ t $ 
Christmas in Rome 





™ HROUGHOUT the world, Christmas is the most 
4 beautiful and charming festival of the ecclesiastical 
year. In the churches the Gloria resounds more 
mm joyfully, the altar candles burn more brightly, and 

little children, made happy by the gifts brought 
them by the Holy Christ-Child, dance with delight about the 
Christmas tree. With the little ones, the grown-ups become 
children again, and kneel in joy and gratitude at the crib of 
Him who, for great and small, became a poor little Babe in 
the stable of Bethlehem. 

Excepting in Bethlehem itself, the birth place of our 
Divine Savior, the feast of Christmas is celebrated in no place 
with such charm and loveliness as in Rome, the center of 
Christendom. Nowhere is it associated so lively and intimately 
with family life as in Rome, even today, although since 1870 
the good old customs have been suppressed. During Christmas 
time, there are functions to be seen in Rome peculiar to the 
Eternal City alone. 

Every honest Roman keeps the strictest fast on the vigil 
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of Christmas; stricter than on any other day of the year. Nearly 
all the people remain fasting the whole day, or at most, allow 
themselves a cup of black coffee. However, when the evening 
bell rings, all seat themselves at table, and although the precept 
of the Church regarding fast is strictly observed, still the table 
is provided as abundantly as possible. On this day, fish dealers 
sell fish in public places, because on no other day of the year 
is so much fish eaten in Rome. 

Although, since the year 1870, midnight Mass may no 
longer be celebrated with open church doors, still, almost every 
family has friendly relations with some monastery or convent, 
and as early as 11 o'clock, monastery or convent portals open, 
now to small, now to larger groups of eager worshippers who 
are conducted to the church or chapel. Even the smallest 
chapels have their crib lit up with pretty candles; the church 
itself is decorated most gorgeously. All around burn numerous 
candles, and the little band of devout Christians kneel in silent 
adoration before the new-born Savior of the world. Generally, 
two low Masses follow the Solemn Midnight Mass, so that the 
services end shortly after two o’clock. These midnight cere- 
monies have a special attraction for young and old. Nature 
seems not to claim her rights on Christmas night, for as the 
devout worshippers are leaving the monasteries and convents, 
the full peal of church bells, now near, now distant, is heard 
from many churches, and they hasten thither where public 
services begin at three o’clock. 


The True Crib 


Until the year of the Occupation of Rome, 1870, it was the 
Solemn Pontifical High Mass which the Pope himself celebrated 
in the Basilica of St. Peter, which attracted crowds of citizens 
and strangers to the Vatican. Now it is the churches of St. 
Mary Major and Ara Coeli to which pilgrims resort. In the 
Basilica of St. Mary Major, the real crib of our Divine Savior 
is preserved in a precious reliquary of solid silver, and on 
this day it is exhibited on the high altar. 

Still more numerous than in the morning are the throngs 
that hasten to the Basilica in the afternoon. Then, slowly and 
solemnly, amid prayer and hymn, the holy cradle is carried in 
procession through the vast basilica, where thousands have 
stood waiting for hours to cast a look of love upon this relic 
of the Infant God. 
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The Venerated “‘Bambino”’ 


The Church of the Ara Coeli on the Capitoline Hill is 
renowned for its picturesque scenery of Bethlehem with the 
shepherds and stable and the Holy Family. In its crib lies 
the famous “Bambino”, an image of the Holy Infant sculptured 
out of wood. Like many other interesting objects in Rome, 
the origin of the “Bambino” of Ara Coeli has a curious history. 
In a Franciscan monastery in Jerusalem there lived a lay- 
brother who, having great devotion to the mystery of the 
Nativity, set himself to carve a figure of the Holy Child from 
olive-wood that grew near the grotto of the Agony. Figure 
after figure was executed, only to be thrown aside, for none 
of them pleased the devout artist. 

At length, one with which he had taken unusual pains, 
delighted his simple heart, and he determined to paint it. 
But here his concern grew greater than ever, for all his efforts 
to give the face a natural color were failures! However, the 
painter did not lose hope of seeing his “Bambino” come up to 
his expectations. With a confidence and simplicity that 
would have befitted St. Francis of Assisi himself, the lay- 
brother confided the matter to the holy angels, and went to 
rest with a tranquil mind. Next morning it was found that 
the angels had descended during the night and given the 
figure the rosy color of a healthy infant. 

On being called to Italy, the brother embarked with 
his treasure but suffered shipwreck off Livourni. Here he sat 
on the sands, lamenting the loss of the fruit of so much labor, 
when to his astonishment, he beheld the wooden image borne 
to him by the waves. Such is the origin of the “Bambino” 
venerated in Ara Coeli. At Christmas time, one may see 
during the greater part of the day, rich and poor, learned and 
illiterate, kneeling before this image, adoring the God of Love 
made a little Child whom this represents. 

In the afternoon on Christmas day, Benediction is given 
before the portal with this charming image of the Divine 
Infant. One hundred marble steps lead up to the portal, and 
on these the devout people assemble to receive the blessing. 
Then follow the interesting crib-speeches of children from 
five to ten years. Now, one alone, again two in a dialogue, 
speak of the Mystery of the Incarnation. These children 
render their speeches with a grace of gesture that surpasses the 
ability of children of such tender age in northern climes. 
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Feast of Charity 


The Christmas tree is little known in family circles of 
Rome, but it has been introduced into associations, especially 
benevolent associations and institutions, and there the little 
children and inmates all receive their Christmas presents 
from a brilliantly lighted Christmas tree. 

Thus Christmas passes in Rome, not in riotous merry-mak- 
ing, but in piously assisting at the services of the Church 
during the Holy Night and early morning, and in going from 
church to church during the day to pray before the images 
of our Savior whose humble birth is pathetically told by the 
beautiful and touching crib scenes. The Son of the Most High 
descended from heaven and became a poor, lowly Child that 
we might again become children of God. When we sing the 
Gloria, let us praise Him, let us thank Him, let us magnify 
Him for His great mercy. Let us banish from our hearts all 
sentiments against brotherly love that we may participate in 
the blessings of the angelic message: “Peace to men of good 


_ While Shepherds watched their flocks by night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 


“Fear not,” said he, for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind: 
“Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind.” 


+ + 4 
? e t 


Christmas Gift for Little Trish Children. There are many Sisters in 
freland who are anxious to buy our prayerbook for little ones, “Jesus in the Hearts 
of Little Children.” However, these good religious say their pupils have not the 
money, yet they wish to give one of these prayerbooks to each of the children. The 
little ones are delighted with the simple prayers in this prayerbook. A donation 
of any sum from our dear readers would help us defray the expenses of sending 


our prayerbook to rejoice those little Irish children for Christmas. 





There has not appeared a more beautiful picture of the present Holy Father 
Pius XI, than the artistic picture we offer. It is on superior quality paper in deep 
brown photo-tone. Indeed, a handsome picture for framing. Price 50 cents. 
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Grandma Gray’s Christmas 





| HE great city was white with the winter’s snow 
.and glittering with hoarfrost. The trees were 
overhung with icicles, the stars shone jike dia- 
monds in the firmament above. It was midnight, 
and joyous Christmas bells were ringing out 
their message of holy peace. 

In a tiny house, an old woman lay helpless upon her bed. 
She had no one to prepare for her the Christmas cheer, nor 
to decorate her humble abode with the holly and the evergreen. 
Now she listens as the steps of the faithful, going to church, 
sound loud upon the pavement. Her heart, humble and de- 
vout, follows the worshippers to church where, when she was 
well, she delighted to assist at all the services. Again the 
familiar vision of loveliness rises up before her: the high altar 
alight with innumerable candles, the church fragrant with 
flowers and the scent of evergreen. Once more she witnesses 
the unveiling of the crib and hears the swelling chorus which 
resounds on Christmas night throughout the universe, Adeste 

delis: 
. Come, all ye faithful, with hearts truly grateful, 
Come, hasten to adore Him, Christ, our King. 
Grandma Gray forgets her illness, her helplessness, and with 
a voice cracked and broken by age, she sings alone in her 


solitude : — ; 
Come, hasten to adore Him, 


Come, hasten to adore Him, 
Come, hasten to adore Him, 
Christ, our King. 


The streets grow very silent. Grandma knows the wor- 
shippers are within the many churches of the city, with heart 
and soul adoring the Divine Christ-Child whose glorious birth 
is commemorated on this blessed night. She, too, prostrates 
in spirit as she had often knelt in body, before the Adorable 
Host raised heavenward at the elevation, and pays homage 
to the King of Heaven who humbled Himself to the form of 
an Infant and to the still more lowly form of the Host. 

Grandma’s thoughts now turn to other years. She re- 
members her girlhood days in Ireland, and how the holy 
aged priest had smiled at her youthful enthusiasm and eager 
longing for Christmas, though, in truth, it brought her little 
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save the joy of the Holy Mass and her own fervent Communion. 
She was young then, but now, as it seemed, by some strange 
transformation, she was old, very old, her hair white, her face 
wrinkled, her eyes dimmed. The old priest had long ago passed 
to the confessors’ reward, and her many friends of those days 
too, who had brought to the Christmas crib the rich jewels of 
faith, fervor, patience and purity. They had been like the 
shepherds, offering their lowly gifts, while the great of the 
world brought their gold and frankincense and myrrh. 

The lonely watcher realized that she was very old; young 
only in the perpetual fountain of living faith upspringing in 
her heart and which caused her to see here in the stillness 
and loneliness, the Sacred Host upraised and bade her adore 
therein the same Incarnate God of Bethlehem. 

Years had not brought Grandma Gray much in their 
passage. Every Christmas her store of gifts had been small; 
indeed, sometimes she had received none at all. But, when few 
her presents or when none, she always uttered the cheerful 
words: “God’s will be done! He knows what’s best for me, 
and if He doesn’t see fit to send me any little Christmas tokens, 
why, maybe He will do what’s better for me up there above.”— 
And her simple joy in the festival remained unabated. “Christ- 
mas is a fine season, God be praised! If it were only for the 
pleasure it gives to Christ’s little ones,” she was accustomed to 
say, “and then all the Masses that are said and the beautiful 
hymns that are sung... Glory be to God for all!” 

Upon this particular night it did not concern Grandma 
that her pocket-book was empty, that there was no show of a 
Christmas dinner, nor any preparations made in her humble 
home to celebrate the festival. She was quite alone. Her 
husband had died a score of years before, and a family of 
four children had all preceded her into eternity. There was, 
however, one wish in the depths of Grandma Gray’s noble 
heart... There was a regret that she was not able to carry 
out an invariable custom which had been hers since she had 
been able to earn money for her work; namely, to have ten 
Masses said as a Christmas gift for the dead. But even to 
this privation she resigned herself with her usual simple but 
sublime prayer of resignation: “It’s God’s will, and He knows 
best. Maybe He will make it up for them above.” 

In peace and interior joy Grandma kept her festival of 
prayer and adoration, going in spirit to the humble sanctuary 
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of her youth, then tothe splendid churches she had known in later 
years, and everywhere beholding uplifted the Sacred Host, 
Jesus, the Savior, who was born for the salvation of mankind. 
At length she heard the tread of the worshippers returning 
from the churches. She could hear the cheerful voices saluting 
each other on the Christmas dawn, and she smiled as she 
distinctly caught the greeting, “A Happy Christmas!” With 
this smile on her lips, the cold cheerless room lighted only 
by the electric lamps from the streets, faded from her sight... 

When she awoke, the warm sunbeams were streaming 
through her little window. And, ah, what a transformation 
had taken place in her lonely abode! The first thing her eyes 
rested upon was a beautifully decorated crib, lighted by pretty 
colored candles. Holly wreathes and evergreen were hung 
around, and a tiny table with a pretty tea set stood by her 
bed. From the adjoining room which was as small as a cupboard, 
but in which stood a miniature stove, came the odor of savory 
cooking. The stove was seldom used, for the charitable neigh- 
bors, almost as poor as herself, brought her a share of their 
own humble meals since she had been bedridden. What 
could it all mean?... 


The Two Angels of Mercy 


Suddenly there appeared in the doorway of the little room, 
two young girls with sweet faces and beaming eyes. “So you 
are awake, Grandma,” said a pleasant voice: “Why, it is almost 
noon, and we suppose you will soon be ready for your Christ- 
mas dinner.” 

“My Christmas dinner!” ejaculated the old woman,“There’s 
no dinner for me. Not that I'll go hungry, for some neighbors 
will be coming in by and by and give me a share of whatever 
they have.” 

“Oh, but the turkey is baked to a crisp, and we have 
cooked a delicious dinner on this nice little stove, even a tiny 
Christmas pudding. We will serve you right away.” 

Tears slowly gathered in Grandma Gray’s eyes and rolled ° 
down her aged cheeks. In her feeble voice, she asked in an 
awe-stricken tone: “And is it some of God’s angels from 
heaven, ye are?” . ; 

“Oh, no, no, dear Grandma. We are just two schoolmates, 
Marie and Grace, who decided to make ourselves happy by 
bringing joy to you on this Christmas day.” 
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“Do you know, acushla, that I thought at first I was still 
dreaming? I had such a beautiful dream in the early morning 
hours of the crib of Bethlehem. It seemed to be an altar, all 
shining with lights, and I thought you must be two of the 
angels I saw surrounding the manger.” 

“No, dear Grandma, we heard of your loneliness through a 
girl who sewed for us, and we planned a little surprise for you. 
Now you must sit up. I will arrange your pillows comfortably 
and you will enjoy your Christmas dinner,” said Marie. 

“Before I taste a mouthful,” cried Grandma with trembling 
eagerness, “run, run, my child, and call the children from next 
door, and the old Jame granny on the other side of the street, 
and the crippled boy over there. I must share my feast with 
them.” — 

Grandma’s eyes shone with a happy light... Surely, never 
a happier Christmas dinner was eaten. Never were gifts more 
appreciated than those which Marie and Grace distributed to 
their poor friends after their feast-day dinner. 

One of these gifts was an envelope bordered with black 
and silver, and on it was written, Grandma Gray’s Christmas 
gift for the Dead! The old woman opened the envelope with 
trembling fingers. There was a Mass card signed by a neigh- 
boring priest and acknowledging receipt of twenty Masses for 
her beloved dead. 

“Oh, then, God in heaven reward you for that gift,” cried 
the old woman. “Sure, it’s the only weight that’s been on my 
mind these many days that I couldn’t do it this year as I used 
to, and give those who are gone the benefit of the Holy Mass.” 

“We knew it, we knew it,” exclaimed Marie and Grace. 
“Our sewing girl told us this too.” 

Veritable tears of joy and gratitude streamed down Grand- 
ma’s face. How carefully they must have been gathered by 
the Christmas angels and borne to the Heavenly Christmas 
feast for the future reward of the two angels of mercy who 
had caused them! 

Then rousing herself, Grandma Gray invited all to kneel 
and thank God for His gifts, but above all, His own gift to 
men, His birth on this blessed feast. Kneeling beside the bed 
of that poor woman on the verge of eternity, the two generous 
schoolmates felt in their heart a joy they had never experienced 
before. 
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A Sad Christmas 





This year, many convents in Germany and Austria will 
spend a most sad Christmas. A number of generous benefactors 
who, until just recently, have been liberal in giving their sup- 
port for,Europe, have lately failed to send us donations for the poor 
convents. Perhaps these friends think that by this time the 
convents should be able to help themselves. But a great mis- 
fortune has come upon whole districts of Europe: the prolonged 
wet, cold summer has in many places destroyed the harvest. 
The potatoes rotted in the ground, and the wheat sprouted six 
to eight inches in the bundles and shocks, for, in the month of 
August alone, there were twenty-eight days of rain. This makes 
the prices of all food-stuffs unattainable for the poor. 


Daily we receive letters that melt the heart and bring tears 
to the eyes. A large community to which we recently sent sev- 
eral hundred dollars, replied with deep gratitude that this sum 
sufficed to pay for the winter’s supply of potatoes... But what 
shall they do for coal? for warm clothing? Many of these con- 
vents have assured us that the only aid they receive is from 
Clyde. Aside from this alms they know not where to turn for 
material aid, for the dowries from which they received an in- 
come previous to the war, have now lost all value. Oh, how 
can we help these good religious who pray so much for their 
benefactors? How grateful are these spouses of Christ for what 
is given them to supply the absolute needs of their existence! 
Yes, Christ Himself is most grateful for all we do for His dearly 
beloved spouses who are now enduring bitter want. The most 
precious tears are tears of gratitude which spring from grateful 
hearts, and the angels of heaven gather them with jealous care, 
for the eternal reward of those who cause them to flow. 


O dear reader, do not grow weary! Bring a glad Christmas 
to these sorely-tried nuns who must suffer hunger, and for 
whom the rigors of a cold winter will be doubly painful on ac- 
count of their scant clothing and lack of fuel. 


O good Jesus, during this holy season of Advent, soften the 
hearts of Thy children that they may bring effectual aid. 





t t 
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“Jesus Looking on Him, Loved Him!’ 





Oh, that it were granted me for but one second, to see with 
what love, what tenderness and goodness Jesus looks upon me 
through the Eucharistic veils! That look would so ravish my 
heart as to transport me into paradise. 

Lying in the Crib 

At one time it is the Divine Babe who looks upon me with 
love. Those same eyes which thrilled the Heart of His Virgin 
Mother with joy, are 
fixed on me. — O Jesus, 
Thou didst look on 
Bethlehem, the “House 
of Bread,” and at the 
same time Thou didst 
foresee this Tabernacle 
wherein Thou wouldst 
be the living Bread of 
my soul. Thou didst 
even then see me kneel- 
ing before Thy Taber- 
nacle-manger; and, oh, 
didst Thou see in my 
heart a spark of love 
which consoled Thee 
for Thy privations in 
the stable! O winning charms of Thy Divine Infant gaze! 
Floods of grace fill my soul as now, through the Eucharistic 
veils, Thou dost look upon me with love! 


Exiled in Egypt 


Again it is the look of the Child-exile in Egypt that is 
turned toward me with love.— How I compassionate Thy 
sufferings in a far-off land, O beautiful Child! But even now 
Thou art a King in banishment, and from Thy exile-home of 
the Tabernacle Thou dost look upon me with love. Thou 
desirest to share my earthly pilgrimage, to be my sweet con- 
solation while I await my heavenly country. O Jesus, exiled 
in Thy Tabernacle, deign to look upon me with love! 

Now it is the penetrating gaze of Divine Wisdom confuting 
the doctors in the temple that is bent upon me with love! — 
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I adore Thee, Eternal Wisdom, concealed in the form of a 
Child. I adore Thee no less profoundly, hidden here in the 
Tabernacle. Let Thy gaze penetrate my soul, giving it a 
distaste for earthly wisdom, but an insatiable craving to grow 
in Thy knowledge and Thy love. Make me worthy, O Divine 
Child, that Thy all-seeing eyes may ever turn upon me with 
love. 


Hidden at Nazareth 


My soul feels upon it the meek eyes of my Savior during 
His hidden life, gazing upon me with love. That gaze tells 
me the value of a hidden life spent in union with God; it 
attracts me to a life of sacrifice and labor in imitation of my 
hidden Lord. — But more than all, it urges me to Thy Taber- 
nacle, beloved Savior, where Thy life of seclusion is perpetu- 
ated. During Thy long years at Nazareth, O Jesus, Thou didst 
at least have Mary and Joseph to adore Thee. But in countless 
Tabernacles, through long ages, Thou hast often had not a 
single worshipper. O my hidden God, how often does silence 
reign round Thy altar-home! There is no accent of love, no 
look of praise, no sigh of reparation; the angels’ song alone 
resounds before Thee. 

Would that I could remain day and night before Thy 
Tabernacle and offer Thee my heart’s full love as a holocaust 
of praise and reparation. Behold my desire, O Jesus! Behold 
my longing, and in Thy mercy, O Eucharistic God, look upon 
me with love. 


Looking with Love 


The Gospel scene of the rich young man comes to my 
mind. “What shall I do, good Master?” ... The evangelists are 
so silent as to the many details of our Lord’s life; how notice- 
able, then, must have been our Savior’s gracious manner toward 
this young man, when “Jesus looking on him, loved him, and said 
to him: One thing is wanting unto thee; go, sell whatsoever 
thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure 
in heaven, and come, follow me” (Mark x. 21). All the love 
of the Godhead is concentrated in our Redeemer’s eyes. He 
bends them on that soul, but when he bids the young man to 
give up all and follow him in poverty, the young man turns 
away, “struck sad. . . for he had great possessions.” — Love 
for honor and pleasure had triumphed over his love for God. .. 
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Had he followed that call, we might today be honoring him as 
an apostle. Instead, for having rejected that call of grace, may 
we not surmise that his voice mingled with those which, on 
that awful Good Friday, cried out : “Crucify Him! Crucify Him!” 

My Jesus, for all eternity Thou hast looked upon me with 
love. Now from the Sacred Host I feel Thy glance resting on 
my soul. Alas, how often have I, too, disappointed Thee by 
my cowardliness to make a little sacrifice! Thou art asking a 
sacrifice from me now, but I am too weak to give it to Thee... 
I know it would draw me closer to Thee; I know I would 
thereby remove an obstacle which prevents Thee from giving 
me countless graces... but I am not generous. Consequently, 
I, too, am often “struck sad.” — Look upon me, good Jesus! 
Thy gaze gives light and grace. To please Thee, I will bring 
every sacrifice; I will fight against every attachment to sin. 
Then, when Thou dost see my generous surrender, Thy Heart 
will be gladdened, and Thou wilt ever look upon me with love. 


Instituting the Holy Eucharist 


O Jesus, at the Last Supper, I behold Thee raise Thy 
Divine eyes heavenward with a look of thanks to the Eternal 
Father, then with infinite love they are bent on Thy apostles. .. 
Now, through the Eucharistic veils, Thou dost turn on me that 
same look of wondrous love... O Jesus, Thou wast transported 
by love at the moment of instituting the Holy Eucharist. 
From Thy Heart came forth the compassionate words: “I will 
not leave you orphans...” 

Unspeakable love which remains ever with us in the 
Tabernacle!... Oh, often turn on me Thy eyes of pitying love 
and remind me that Thou art near. Turn on me Thy pleading 
eyes and speak also to my soul: “Abide in My love... that 
My joy may be in you, and your joy may be full!” Beloved 
Jesus, Thou art the treasure of my soul, the love of my heart, 
the joy of my life... Let me abide ever near Thy Tabernacle, 
at least in spirit, and do Thou often, often turn on me Thy 
eyes of pleading love. 


Bearing the Cross 
As I thank our Lord for my Redemption through His bitter 
Passion, another gaze from His Divine eyes falls upon me with 
love. Laden with His heavy Cross, Jesus painfully walks toward 
Calvary. Suddenly, through the cursing rabble, through the 
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rude soldiers, His Mother makes her way... She falls before 
Him, her bleeding, lacerated Son... Jesus, from beneath His 
crown of thorns, bends on her with His blood-dimmed eyes, a 
look of thankful love... The eyes of Jesus and Mary meet! 
Oh, what Mary readsin the depths of that gaze from the eyes 
of a God, from the eyes of her wounded Son!... “My Son! — 
My Mother!”... Their words are few, for union of Hearts is 
expressed in that look of love. 

O Jesus in the Tabernacle! here Thou art maltreated by 
sinners, mocked by ungrateful men. I will force my way 
through the worldly throng; I will not mind ridicule or rebuff... 
I will come to Thee, my neglected Jesus... I will console Thee 
for the sacrileges of the impious, for the indifference of count- 
less souls. Ah, may my compassion constrain Thee to turn 
on me also, O Jesus, a look of thankful love. 


Dying on Calvary 


Jesus hangs in bitter agony on the Cross. His beautiful 
countenance is disfigured and covered with Blood, His lips 
are parched; but one thing has not changed: the light in those 
blessed eyes. He turns them upward and complains of His 
abandonment by His Father... He bends them with a look of 
tenderness upon His Mother and St. John... He looks toward 
the multitude, and as He sees those souls in darkness whom 
He is suffering to save, a cry escapes His lips: I thirst! 

Beloved Savior, I see Thee abandoned in the Tabernacle 
as on the Cross... abandoned by souls who should love Thee... 
Would that I could console Thee by keeping Thee company. 
Here in the Blessed Sacrament Thou dost thirst to be loved, 
with a thirst so ardent that Thou art consumed by it... Oh, 
let me do all I can to quench Thy burning thirst... Behold 
my desire, my longing, and do Thou in Thy mercy, O Savior, 
bend upon me a look of Divine love. 


Beaming with Glory 


I see the heavens open. The angels and saints with the 
sweet Mother of God, radiant with joy and wonder, surround 
the King of glory. Why this joy in heaven? Because Jesus 
thinks of my poor soul and loves it... He extends His pro- 
tecting hand over me and blesses me... Full of tenderness, 
His look rests upon me... His eyes light up with joy as I 
approach the Holy Table... He says, “I rejoice, beloved soul, 
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to see Thee come into My presence... The perfect love which 
unites Me to pure souls satisfies Me for all the indignities of 
men.” 

O that beaming look of my glorified Jesus! O that burn- 
ing love of a God! Do realize that it suffices to inebriate 
all the hosts of angels and saints with celestial delights? to 
transport even the soul of the Blessed Virgin into ecstasy? 
that it alone can pay more honor and glory to the Adorable 
Trinity than all creatures combined? Now, this love lives 
and breathes and operates in the Sacred Host; it is there in 
all its plenitude. And, O marvel! this love concentrates itself — 
ah, I should read these words on my knees, — this love con- 
centrates itself fully upon me!... What a world of thought 
this truth calls forth!... Thy eyes, O Jesus, are ever upon 
me, whether I kneel before Thy Tabernacle or labor far away. 
But my heart and my spirit should ever crave to be near 
Thee. “I to my Beloved, and His turning is toward Me” 
(Cant. vii. 10). 

The above article is extracted from JESUS LOVES ME, the third booklet 
of the series of familiar conversations with Jesus in the Tabernacle. Other 


articles contained therein: Love of Jesus on our Altars - My Wonderful Book - 
The Chalice - Nearer to Thee, O My God - Paradise, etc. Price 5 cts. each. 
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Mary, the Mother of the Poor Souls 





as it were, unlimited power in purgatory. There- 
fore, this saint applies to her these words of Holy 
Scripture: “I have walked upon the waters of the 
sea,” because she walks through the purifying 
region of purgatory and mitigates the pains of the suffering 
souls. Mary is the Queen of Purgatory. She is radiant in the 
beauty of queenly dignity, for she is the Mother of the King 
of kings, of the Ruler of all rulers. Jesus has crowned her 
Queen, and her gentle dominion extends over heaven and 
earth and purgatory. 

As Queen of purgatory, Mary has power to preserve her 
clients from purgatory, or to liberate them speedily from its 
purifying flames, according to their fidelity in the use they 
made of the graces she procured for them while they were on 
earth. She knows how painful their purification is; she knows 
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the time which Divine Justice has appointed to each individual 
soul. 

In a vision, St. Bridget was once shown how lovingly Jesus 
grants the petitions of His Mother when she pleads for the poor 
souls. The Blessed Virgin herself once said to St. Bridget: “I 
am the Mother of all those who are in purgatory, for their 
sufferings are mitigated each hour by my intercession.” The 
same saint writes how she understood by Divine enlightenment 
that Mary is the Comfortress of the souls in purgatory. 

St. Dionysius says that at the mere sound of the holy 
Name of Mary, the souls in purgatory experience a joy simi- 
lar to that of a sick person on his bed of pain, when com- 
forting words are addressed to him. According to the opinion 
of many theologians, the Blessed Virgin Mary before her death, 
asked and obtained from her Divine Son the favor that all 
the souls who were in purgatory should be released and ac- 
company her to heaven. Yes, Mary with a Mother’s tender- 
ness visits and comforts the holy souls. 


$ t ¢ 


Sketch of the Life of St. Anthony 


Continued 





upon the great success of St. Anthony’s preaching. 
Always on the alert to oppose the works of God, 
Satan tried by his diabolical arts to hinder or 
frustrate the good effected by God through His 
servant. One day while the saint was preaching in a certain 
church in Puy, the tempter appeared under the form of a 
letter-carrier. He approached a lady of rank and handed her 
a letter which contained a message that her only son had been 
killed by an accident. The poor mother could not repress her 
grief; she broke out in tears and lamentations. Anthony recog- 
nized the diabolical snare, however, and from the pulpit he 
called out to the woman to be calm and consoled, “For,” said 
the saint, “this deceitful messenger is the carrier of a false 
report. Your son lives and is unharmed.” At these words 
the demon disappeared amid loud howls, and thus proved how 
truly Anthony had spoken. 

Once when St. Anthony was preaching in St. Junian, in 


VV ITH fiendish malignity and envy the evil one looked 
: Nip 
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the diocese of Limoges, the people came in such numbers that 
no church was sufficiently large to accomodate them. Accord- 
ingly a pulpit was erected for him in the open air. Anthony 
knew beforehand that the demon full of rage and envy would 
seek to injure him, and he warned the audience in advance, 
so they would not be frightened if he should be disturbed 
during his ser- 
mon, for no one 
would be in- 
jured. The dis- 
course was not 
half finished 
when the pul- 
pit, with a loud 
f| crash, broke 
_ down, but neith- 
er the preacher 
nor any of his 
hearers were 
injured. The 
faithful, who 
had expectedan 
accident,simply 
raised the pul- 
pit upagain and 
then listened 
with all the 


more attention until the completion of the sermon. 

Leonardo, a young man of Padua, confessed to St. Anthony 
that he had brutally kicked his mother with such force as to 
cause her to fall to the ground. Anthony, wishing to impress 
upon the youth the gravity of his deed, said, “The foot that 
strikes father or mother deserves to be cut off.” Leonardo, 
taking these words in a literal sense and as a command, went 
home, took a hatchet and cut off the foot with which he had 
kicked his mother. The report of this cruel self-inflicted 
punishment, soon spread throughout the city and reached the 
ears of the saint. Immediately, Anthony hastened to the young 
man, prayed over him, took the severed foot, held it to the 
injured leg and made the Sign of the Cross over it. Instantly 
it was healed, and the youth had the perfect use of his limb 
as before. 
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Another man was so touched by one of the saint’s sermons, 
and filled with such contrition for his hitherto sinful life, that 
he went to the saint immediately after the sermon, threw 
himself at Anthony’s feet and begged to confess his sins. 
Anthony received him with great gentleness and compassion; 
but the man was so grieved over his sins, and wept and sobbed 
so violently that he was unable to accuse himself properly. 
Anthony bade him go home and write his sins. The contrite 
penitent did as he was commanded, and with all possible exacti- 
tude committed the long list of transgressions to paper. This he 
brought to St. Anthony who read it and gave him absolution. 
Then the saint returned the paper. But, behold! not a trace 
of the writing was visible thereon. The absolution had not 
only washed off the invisible stains of sin from the soul, but 
had likewise blotted out the accusation written on the paper. 
This miracle proved the genuine sincerity of the sinner’s con- 
version, and the intensity of his sorrow for the sins he had 
committed, since God deigned to console him in s9 striking a 
manner. 


A Friend in Need 


Many, many letters from our subscribers tell us how wonderfully they have 
been aided when they called upon St. Anthony and promised to give an alms to 
buy Bread for his poor. Let us thank God for thus visibly rewarding the confidence 
of His children, and for showing in such a manifest way how pleasing to Him is 
charity for the needy. 


Pennsylvania: A mother writes, ‘‘I made a novena to St. Anthony to 
obtain a position for my son, and he has found work. I enclose an offering 
in thanksgiving to God and good St. Anthony for interceding. I will send 
another donation next month. . .’’ 


Wisconsin: ‘‘I am enclosing an offering for St. Anthony’s Bread for 
special intentions. | have several times been helped in a striking way 
when appealing to this good saint to intercede for me. Once it was for 
the sale of our home. It was hard to sell because it was so large. I 
had advertised two or three times without results. Then I remembered 
that St. Anthony often found things for me and I could not see any reason 
why he couldn’t sell that property, so I sent two donations for St. An- 
thony’s poor, and it was only a few weeks until we had sold our pro- 
perty and received the money we had put into it. Weare very happy 
and grateful.’’ 


Minnesota: ‘Enclosed is an offering for St. Anthony’s Bread. I peti- 
tioned St. Anthony to secure for me a poor homeless girl to help me with my 
housework. I advertised and received but one answer to my ad, and it was 
just the person I wanted. Thanks to the good saint.’’ 
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Struggling with Bitter Need 





Speaking of conditions in Germany, Rev. Dr. John A. Ryan, 
professor of sociology at the Catholic University, says: ““Two 
and a half million German children will be wholly or partially 
dependent upon the United States for food and clothing the next 
six months. The principles of religion, the precepts of morality 
and the claims of humanity combine to make the cry of these 
starving children one of the most powerful and most deserving 
that has ever been addressed to the United States.’’ With these 
children, the religious in charge of them suffer bitter privations, 
and hundreds of priests struggle with untold need. The two 
following letters express the situation of many a minister of 
God in the diaspora regions : — 

“Materially, my situation is simply wretched” writes one pastor. “I receive 
no salary. Now and then I receive some support from the bishop in the form of 
Mass stipends; aside from this I have no resources. As a consequence, my sub- 
sistence is extremely scanty. The last time I bought new clothing for myself was 
in 1913. Since then I have helped myself by turning the wrong side out because 
the right side became torn and shabby. I have had my cassock since 1912, and it 
is now more than threadbare. I need not emphasize that my clothes are torn and 
have patch upon patch. When I think of what should be furnished, then I don’t 
know where to begin. Beggars who saw me in my shabby clothes, said, ‘We 
couldn’t accept alms from Your Reverence! You are poor as a beggar yourself.’” 

**I must save and economize in every possible way. I received my 
last cassock when I was still an assistant priest; that was fifteen years 
ago. My other clothes, too, are worn and really no longer fit for use; 
this is the twelfth year I am wearing them. Oh, how much is wanting! 
but I am helpless because I have no money. I cannot think of warm 
underwear and linen, and yet the winter is so bitterly cold! The most 
necessary repairs in the church and house must be left. The floor is 
in bad condition, the roof is leaking, and the rectory will collapse if 
repairs are not made soon.”’ 

During these holy seasons of Advent and Christmas, may 
many noble hearts take pity on these sufferers. American stipends 
will greatly alleviate the needs of the priests. The Divine Infant 
who Himself experienced all the hardships of poverty will reward 
abundantly all that we do for the innocent children, the religious 


and His priests. 
a 
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Little Devotions to the Holy Tnfant Jesus For Advent and Christmastide 
A very attractive brochure, containing: Nine days’ devotion to the Divine In- 
fant; veneration of the mysteries of the holy Childhood; many beautiful prayers 
and aspirati ns to the Holy Child Jesus. A Lay Brother says: “It is so sweet, so 
excellent, so simple and practical;” a lady: “I think it is a wonderful help to de- 
votion;” a Pittsburgh reader: “This book is my dearest treasure, | put all trust 
in its simple prayers.” Price, 5 cents each. 


Father Paul of Moll An interesting gift book, containing a sketch of the life 
of this wonder-worker of the 19th century. Records some of his striking and 
prophetic sayings and inspiring letters. California: “It is very elevating with 
all those wonders he performed through God’s omnipotence and mercy.” From 
New York: “It is so very interesting and instructive; the miracles that are 
recorded are wonderful.” Chicago: “I read it whenever I get a chance and 
each time I find something new...” Price $2.00 


Tuspiring Words of the Blessed Cure of Ars A precious little work con- 
taining some of the besutiful instructions and exhortations of this holy priest. 
The reading of this book will prove of great benefit to young and old. From 
Indiana: “I think it is the most wonderful book published and ought to be in 
every Catholic home.” 25 cents each. 


Che Way of the Zross Contains fifteen devotion-inspiring pictures, each 
one a work of art, printed on best paper. The make-up is very attractive, 
the prayers very touching, print large and plain. From Philadelphia: “Each 
picture is so lifelike they almost speak. I should think they would melt the 
most hardened hearts if they would take the pains to study them.” Ohio: “I 
have never seen anything so inspiring; they surely help one to meditate.” 
Price, 30 cents each. 


Gertrude the Great A brief account of the wonderful life led by this 
“Herald of the Sacred Heart”. Learn from her how to make practical use 
of the Heart of Jesus by offering It to the Heavenly Father in reparation for 
negligences; It will repair our defects. 10 cents each. 


Holy Water in the Christian Home A source of aid for the suffering souls; 
its effects upon body and soul. When and how to give the parental blessing. 
From Boston: “It is wonderfully consoling.” Chicago: “I did not know the 
value of Holy Water until you sent me this book.” 3 for 10 cents. 


Miraculous Crucifix of Limpias, Spain — Pictures Massachusetts: “1 
am charmed with it and can hardly let the book out of my hands; it is won- 
derful!” Syracuse: “The agony of the holy Face is so edifying and heart- 
rending.” Newfoundland: “The pictures are so very lifelike that one cannot 
look at them and remain unmoved.” Three different views inexpressibly 
beautiful and true. Made up in an elegant 16-page map of finest art paper, 
with a short history of this remarkable Crucifix and edifying reflections on 
the Passion. 20 cents each. 


From Salt Lake City: “Kindly send me Back Numbers of Tabernacle and 
Purgatory. I should like to distribute them. Each time I order from your rich 
store of treasures, | always find something especially suited for me in the few 
sheets from back numbers you use for wrapping. How wonderful is Ged! How 
His Spirit guides and leads, if we only ask!” 

Back numbers mailed on request at 6 cents each or five for 25 cents. 


St 
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OUR ROSARIES 


Gold chain, assorted colors, small beads - - - $2.00 
” ” ” ” large ” = - ~ 2. 5° 
Oval jet beads, artistically carved crucifix - - - 4.50 
Cocoa beads on gold chain - - - - - 2.00 
Large Rectangular beads, chain between, large ebony cross 1.25 
Small oval beads, silver chain, large ebony cross, Nickel 
bound, securely fastened, for young men and ladies - 1.10 


Rosaries for Daily Use 


11 inches Steel beads, stee] chain . each - 0.25 
— Steel beads, steel chain - 2 - 0.35 
es * Silver-plated beads and chain - a” - 0.50 
16 ” White beads, Agate Pearl - 9 - 0.50 
Medium size or small cocoa beads - 6 - 0.35 
Large oval beads, strong - - . = - 0.40 
Black cocoa beads suitable for all - is - 0.50 


For our old people — Large Oval beads, link chain, large cross 0.75 


When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with the 
Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences, and a leaflet of explanation will be sent. 


St. Benedict Jubilee Medal 


Heavily gold-plated 


Not on chain $0.75 On chain $2.25 
Aluminum scapular medals 3 for 0.25 
Gilt scapular medals each 0.25 


Hanging Crucifixes — in Real Ebony 


Place one or more of these beautiful crucifixes in your home. 


Oxidized Corpus 8% in. $1.50; 1o in. $2.50 
™ 3 in. 0.35; 4% in. 0.60 


Uf desired, the Crucifix will be enriched with the indulgences of the stations 
and of the dying. 





Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children 


A complete prayer-book for children, printed in clear, large type 
on best paper. It contains sixteen appropriate pictures and two Mass 
devotions. The first gives a simple, clear explanation of each part of 
Holy Mass, the second is a Communion Mass. Besides the usual 
prayers, there are eight Visits to the Most Blessed Sacrament in 
which the child speaks with loving simplicity to our Divine Savior. 
A nun: “It would do your hearts good to see how much help the 
little ones get from this book. It is undoubtedly the loveliest prayer 
book I have ever seen for children.” 

Durable blue cover, price 20 cents. Black, white or red imi- 
tation leather, price 25 cents. 
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Include Some of These Booklets with Your Christmas Gifts 


Following booklets 10 cents each 


Devotion to the Holy Ghost 

Enthronement of the Sacred Heart in the Home 
Six Discourses on the Enthronement 

True Veneration of the Sacred Heart 

Come, Let Us Adore 

God Himself Our Sacrifice 
In the Splendor of the Morning Sun ” ” 
More Precious than Diamonds 

Prayer, the Great Means of Grace 

Most Consoling for the Human Heart Vol. I 
Most Consoling for the Human Heart Vol. II 
Words of Consolation for the Sick and Afflicted 
Wonders of the Miraculous Crucifix 

Devotion to Mary 

Mary, Mother of God 

Mary, Our Mother 

Under Mary’s Mantle 

De Montfort’s Devotion to Mary 

The Rosary, My Treasure 

Go to Joseph 

St. Gertrude the Great 

Blessed Teresa of the Child Jesus 

The Holy Life of Anna Catherine Emmerich 


Following booklets 3 for 10 cents 
Message of the Sacred Heart 
Assist the Souls in Purgatory 
Holy Water in the Christian Home 


On Holy Mass 


Following booklets 5 cents each 
Jesus, Joy of My Heart ) ; 
Jesus Pleads for My Love ; 4 series, 5 cts. each 
Jesus Loves Me j 
Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 
All for Thee, O Heart of Jesus 
The Guard of Honor and the Holy Hour 
From Olivet to Calvary 
Devotion to the Holy Face 
Devotion to the Precious Blood 
Communicate Frequently and Devoutly 
Indulgenced Prayers and Aspirations 
Conformity to the Will of God 
Magnificence of the Love of God 
Communion Devotions in Union with Mary 
Devotion to the Mother of Sorrows 
Devotions to St. Joseph 
Good St. Ann 
St. Jude Thaddeus, the Great Helper in Great Need 
and St. Rita, Advocate of the Impossible 


The “Blessed Virgin Library” consisting of 
eight booklets listed above, namely: Devotion to 
Mary-Mary, Mother of God- Mary, Our Mother - 
Under Mary's Mantle - De Mentfort’s Devotion to 
Mary - The Rosary, My Treasure —- Communion 
Devotions in Union with Mary - Devotion to the 
Mother of Sorrows. Price 70 cents. 
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our prompt and careful 
we must appeal to the 


All orders will receive 


our help limited. 


attention; with regard to letters, however, 


ble 


patience of our kind friends and request a lapse of a reasona 


length of time before you expect a reply. 


Whenever 


Check or Draft made 


We must warn our kind readers not to send money in coins 


or bills placed loose in letters as it is decidedly unsafe. 


possible, send remittance by Money Order, 


payable to Mother M. Dolorosa. 








